la very sweet to think to music. But my mind is elsewhere. I cannot practise seriously or improve. I only look upon it as a relaxation, and I am glad to be a good enough pianist to play other things than quadrilles. Music is for others but a source of vanity, but I find pleasure in It.
To Prcvosl-Paradol.
February 22, 1802.
See how punctual I am ; I answer you on tho very day! Do not thank mo for it, though ; I am so lonely, so much In want of Intercourse with a friend that I pounce on your letters as soon as they arrive, and read them over three or four times, so as to hear human language onco again.
Alas, my poor friend, I, like you, am struggling In the most marshy depths of the bog of melancholy.
I am bored to an excess which you have never known. Happy man, you have Gr6ard ! ' I feel how much you must love that dear, charming fellow. What would I
1 Gntard, p. 191: " I have here a treasure wliioh I uao to oxcoss : that is Grdartl, uiy refuge."
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